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TEARS ON THE DEATH OF «| 
EVANDERE 


occaſioned by rhe Lamentable lofse of the truelie Noble 


and Generous, 


1. JOHN SVYNTON; 
KNIGHT. 7 


Collonel of an Regiment of 2000 Nedderlanders, 
going for Venize, \vho was caſt avvay by 
ſtorme- on the coaſt of England -. : 
upon Goodwin ſands the 1 3 
of Octob. 1630. 
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HE Sunne in Thetys armes Was 20ne to bed, 
[ And ___ black curtaines ore thu All wereſpred, 


Through Which heavens glimpſcing lightes began t appeare, 
And Weakly ſparkle in owr Hemp ſphere ; 
When Lylis, whoſe fee ſoule farre from the ſnaires 
Of Time ; and Worldly baſe entanzling Cares, 
In quiet ſleep did prove the Wihed je, 
Of ſucet repoſe Which nener dreames annoye_-, 
Woilft into 4 ſilence calme and deepe_, 
Deaths Sifter did _— ſenſelefie keepe : 
Till rouzd Yoith ſudden ſound amaz'd vthfeare_, 
A > (he knewe full Well) didpeirce hu eare—, 
Ana calid him forth that darke and gloomie shade, 
To ſee a Gbo#t {and pale before his bed; 
CA Gho#t much like a Seagod , Who did beare_» 
The Brave Evander's fice hs gzes and hayre_, 
Tet a5 if _ ints the fatal flood 
A woe full /ight there droppeing droepeine tood, 
And ant. wak'd botk Lyke —— ng 
Friſt Fareing ſmil d to ſce him panteing lie, 
At laſt theſe Wordes did utter, which a groane_ 
Did /adly wsher, and hee thus went on. 

Lis, whoſe love axd faith I liveing found, 
Where mortalls move, and Phoebus guilds te oround,; 
Behold mee heere thy late Evanders 2hoft, 

A shaddowe of that ſubſtance thou haſt loſt. | 
Who noW Whilſt Night with ſtarres doth ſeed the ſlices, 
Fntreats thee oper thy ſeep hutten gges: 

It * 10 Demon on hi browe that beares 

AMiſchannce and horror, and ſuch Maddeing fearc:, 
Bot a good ſoule Whom death hath late ſett free, 

In leve and frondship that appeares to thee—, 


X Ut 


If ever mortall m__— greefſe and feare_s to Its 
S e4s'd any ſoule which could not find a tearey, © | 
Bot ſenſeleſie made with roo much ſenſe of woe, | 
Poore Lylis in that plight ſuch payne did knowe_, 204 = 
For not one ſighe of breath came from hy bre#t, 
And chilleing cold his members did inveſt, | 
Tuo paſctons in ht ſoule did keep aſirife_, | =, 
Feare of him dead and love of him 6s life, 
Bot low? at laft prevaill'd and call d agayne_© | 
His ſenſe and ſpeech in theſe ſad Wordes to playn. | 

Deare Ghoſt ( ſayd he) the objcet of my thought, . | 
And hath thy love from bleſt Elyſtum brought. | 
Thee backe agazne ; enforteing heavens decree; | 
Whith ah! too ſoone hath rob'd the World of Thee ? | 
0 lojall frexndship ! o hard powers of fate ! 
O IG ! owretch'd humaneſtate— ! BS 
Oflittring hopes ! o bodyes bot of glaſſes! 
O lattcing -greffes! o Toyes which poa#ting paſſe ! 

Evander, once my hope thy cuntryes ioye_, 
The world's regret, and now thy fpeynds annoye, 
And art thou gone ay Me! had Death the pover 
To bound thy Time; or haſte thy fatall hover ?. | | 
Ere thou had# yett half bonnors race outrunne - 4 
Which Was ſo brauclic but by Thee beeunney ? | 
Ty ſommer ſeem'd in riſeing heatte to shine, 
Still lengthning, bot not yett com'd neare that line, i 
At Which thy lounzeſt day should make aſtand, 
Which now h.ath found her lounzeft Night at hand. 
The Lanrells which thy ſuord should have lopp'd doune, 
To bind thy temples for thy merites croune—, 
Thongb they there toppes bath fayre aud high didſiretch 
ind foe m'd tobe beyond the ronmon reach 
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+ ay Were yert too lowe for thee, 

| Natfits 4 garland for thy lockes to be_. 

Bot noWv the Cypreſie hath uſurp'd that right 

Too Soone alxce ! thyne Obſequies to l'ght. 

Thy youth which full of conrage led thee on 

In arch of brave Occa Tons , did it Wonne_s 

| Areputation and a noble Name_, 

In forreix Warres, to prove 0 cheing fame_ ! 

That with thy life thy Name thould buried lie 

And laft bot like a l'ghtning loungf#t the skie- ? 

Ne no, heavens Thee for greatter things ordain'd, 
And thou chouldt have a higher ſpheare attayn'd 

Thy bright Aurora angur'd preatter heatte_ 

And lounger day before thy Sunne should ſetr, 

Which in bis middayes elorie nov gone doune_- 

Zike Phactons fall hath brought thy Night at Noone, 
If enwyor fates had not ecclypft thy light 

Brave foule, how had/t thou shin'd in Europe's /ight ? 
The attions of thy firſt and tenderyeares 


 Aſtenish'd Hollandyert {oy Frome admeires, 


When lullicrs [awe thy forduard youth advance_, 
Where leaders failld and feard the hurt of Chance, 
Bohemia's battles ſawe thee barh'4in blood, + 
Outface all feare Where death and horror ſlood, 

Fo deare Eliza's Croune Was unto Thee_ 

Toat thou did#t ſeeke a Sacrifice tobe» 

Ta her good fortune , and would! 2lad appeaſe, 
Heavens frouneing browe if it thy blood could pleaſe, 
Tofettle on thy Iaughtred bones a Throne 

For her and hers for aye to ſitt upon. 

The Ruſſian warres, and ferce Polonianſfohres 
Save Tree a ſtranger work ſuch wondrous feattes, 
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Ls made thy Name advar'd, thy perſon low'd, 
= ſword redoubted, and = deeds appron'd, 

e wilde Hungariam did amazed Veiue”s 
The terror-ſtricken mitbeleening crue—, 
Flie from thy /rebt, wWholle ſquadrons all at once_, 
Whil#t thou d'dst offer up the dyeing groanes 
Of ſuch 2x durſ? thy Kindled Wrath abide—: 
Vnto thy glorie, as they fainting dy d. 
Beſceged Stade Where Cxfars Fagles pred 
There conquering Winges , and poverfull arm'es led 
All captive that the Roman pover withſtood, 
Within her ſ/arved walles where want of food, 
And invard famine did more bandes orethrowe 
Then outward force of an aſſaulting foe—, 
Can give records of thy undaumed mynde_ 
Who ſcornd within her fortes to be confind ; 
Bot bravelie ſallied out Where dangers moit 
And braveing Enemyes did ruine boa#t, 
Tea When all hope Yes loſt of more defence_ 
Inowes With What coarage and what confidence. , 
Thou forC dit the Enemy atreattie yeeld 
And graunt thee paſſaze free through open fecld. 
Theſe were bot preſages of greatter deeds, 
Though none more glorions in Times Annalls reads ; 
For had thy late intentions come to end, 
What fortune did thy ferduard armes attend? 
That Cittie, Neptuncs /ove, had woundring ſeene 
Thy ſword en#tale her all the Oceans Lueenc_, 
To weare 4 Diademe as proud us Spayne 
Enrich d with Iewells of the land and Mayne — ; 
Bot ah ! fates Would it nott, who what & brave_) 
Ls jealows of our good from us ſ{ul reave. 
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lett them doe there Worſt ſince thou art yone 


\In Whom, true Honor and fayre verine chone- : 


Raiſe whoms they lift , and Whom they Ii ſuppre(ſe 
Change mirth in mourninge, Weell in wretchedneſ. 
4 ! had they yctt ordained Thee to die 
In Mars bis feeld; Where in the Worlds fayre eye» 
 Thoumight have left a marke of thy great Worth, 
For aftertymes to ſett thy glorie forth, 
Why was it not, O Greeffe ! With ſuord in hand; 
In preſence oftuo Armyes in command ? 
whe &y din blood and ſuratte, rage in thyne eyes, 
Sterne furie in thy lookes 'mong#H fainteing Cries 
Of bleeding w'ghtes, diſmembred unto Death 
Who with a deep fetchd /ighe, /ighe out there breathe 

That Thou lid} end, andin a lawefull Warre_. 
Thy dayes with glorie which no Time could marre_ ? 
Tett what ave I ( Deare Ghoſt) thus Withe in vainc ! 

| Thou haſt enough, Jince heavens did ſo ordaine_, 
With that hu eyes noW bigg With teares, ſett ope— 

, There Chri#tall conduits and gave Greeffe free ſcope. 
The Ghoſt who [awe hi ſorrove in hir eyes, 
Withpittie mou'd did mort his love difpife, 

Bot mildelie thus his paſon did reſtrayne_-, 
. eAndeentlie call d bim to himſelfe againe_, 

' Lytis, my liveing freynd, and lover dead 

. Forbeare thoſe playntes andteares in vaine to shed, 
Since heavens Who lext mee life 4 limite ſett 
Vnto my dyes : and [have reached that 
My death u too much honored, in the groanes 
Of thoſe my freynds, with Whom 1 lived once, 

And that Which now afflictes my 2recved Ghoſt 
Is, that they waille too much what they have loft, 
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My Time Was ſpent, and _ Short ſpanne was comes 
To that laft point where heavens would call mee home—, 
My dayes a webbof wandring errors ; Wrought 
With weel and Woe,nee through the world have brought, 
Bot ſtil With Hono'r which my loadliarre wer, - - 
In all my Woeyes anfl attions, fill my glafe>, 
For Honors love no danger I echew'd, 
No force I fear d, though greatter pover purſu'd, 
Bot #ill in chace of it, I bold did roame_ 
Throughout the corners of all Chrigtiandome—, 
What charge Ihore When choſen to command, 
And with hat care perform d by thi right hand, 
Lett thoſe for whom Ifought be Witnes all 
Who Mee almoſt unknowne to charge did call, 
Bott that's all paſt, and yoWv my ſoule doth re#t 
In peace, and finds the quiet of the Bleſt, 
I now from heavens highe roundes behold this Rona, 
On which you live, lowe lowe, ſcarce to be found 
Bot of cleere eyes; ſo ſmall a thing it 1s, 
Compair'd unto the Vniverſe of leſſe ; 
There you like Antes doe ſuarme, and ſill at Iarres 
For lefie then litle Fill wage deadly warres, 
 Andghorie to be great, on Earth ſo ſmall, 
As if there were no other Veorld at all, | 
Poore foolles ! one day Will tet you fee what oddes 
There 1 betuix Mans Empyrie andGod:, 
Bot thou my Lylis ; by thy love and futh 
Heark I conjure thee, what Evander fajth, 
And let the world heare it againe from Thee_—, 
When Time hall give thee opportwnitie, 
Though heavens in ſuellin Waves my grave aſignd "_ 
: And made my obſequies the bluſtring wind : 
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The Tritons and the Nexeyds of the mayne, 
To grace my funeral pompe With goodlie trayne_, 

And Neprtanes Gif ch e mourner to deplore_ 

My Death ; and bring the howe to Brittaines 5hoare >, 
I enuy nott there hap whom Paros ſtone 

Dot shroude'in/{apefre Fombes by Time orethroune_—, 
The Chri/lall teares of theſe my worthy fronds, 

Who noW regrett my loſe , atribute lends, 

To reare 4a Monument of love for Mee —, 

Which will perhaps weare With Aeternitie_- 


a K 


' In ſome one pairt, Which Lylſis f it be- 


Hy Ghoſt 5hall think 5he owes the ſame to Thee, 

So fare thou weell live honors lover ſiill, 

Heavens sheild thee With there love and mens 2004/11, 
Thu ſzjd Hee vanih'd Fly lis Weeping lay - 
Vntill the Sunne had brouzht about the day. 


Dignum Laude vicum Muſa verat mori, 
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